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lavish and gigantic exhibitions of these days.
Or were they truly so ? It is possible that they
were, for each of them was a single voice giving
out its little carol, and therefore more intimate
in its message than the massed choirs of to-day.
They were just little shops selling toys, "gifts,"
and other bright merchandise of the season,
and they remained shops. They did not trespass
into other fields and give us ballets, lectures,
transformation-scenes and World's Fairs* The
spirit of the season was present in each of those
little shops. It was not driven into a corner by
displays in its honour more concerned with the
display than with the subject. When you had
made your purchases in these shops, you were
not given free rides to the South Pole, or free
aeroplane trips, or presents from the mammoth
Christmas Tree. The proprietors manifested
the spirit of the season by presenting you with
one coloured air-balloon. Therein I think they
were right, since one trifling symbol is always
more potent and expressive of an idea than
twenty or thirty.               *
A London toyshop in those benighted days
considered that it had only to be I shop which
sold toys. It did not feel that Christmas was any
occasion for gutting itself and becoming an
Eskimo igloo or an Arizona ranch or an Ancient
Briton's cave. The blessed word sophisticated